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Blood Mail 


There was nothing more welcoming than a slippery warm cunt, at least in his opinion. Nothing more welcoming 
than a pair of tits jiggling in his face as some giggling honey rode his cock. Dave could remember the last time 
all too well; two blonde nymphet sisters who'd turned up to one of their gigs. They were the best thing about 
the shoddy club and poor turn out, gyrating before the stage in little more than g-strings and tight, cleavage 
revealing t-shirts. Yeah, he'd taken them home, fucked one while the other sucked her sisters’ clit before 
switching them over. It had gone on all night, the bubbly blondes noisily writhing on his cock as they'd ignored 
the cries and fists which had thumped against the closed door, a chair placed beneath the handle to stop his 
furious lover from getting it. It had been a shock to all of them that it actually hadn't given way. And Dave 
didn't know what Junior had been complaining about, he'd gotten sympathy pussy from one of the girls the 


next morning so he could keep his pretty mouth shut as far as he was concerned. 


And now there was another panting female on the bed, all naked and ready to go while he hunted for rubbers. 
There wasn't a chance in hell he was risking having to pay child support within the year. Not a hope. There 
were probably already countless kiddies out there, their mothers waiting for him to hit the big time before 
they came knocking on his door. It was one of the reasons Dave preferred to stay poor; no one hassling him 


for money for kids he'd never intended having. 


Grumbling loudly, he tore through every over flowing and messy drawer, throwing clothes, cassettes, lighters 
and other assorted shit onto the floor. Someone had to have brought some! Heaving open the drawer on 
Junior's side of the bed, Dave stuck his hands in and grabbed everything that was in there, unceremoniously 
dumping it on the floor as he kicked through it, casting the rapidly cooling girl a grin. Nothing! Not even fucking 
Junior had some! But why should he? Junior got offered pussy less often than the homeless guy who lived 
outside the building. With a howl of indignation, he aimed a foot at the drawers, not caring at the red hot pain. 
The rickety drawers rocked back and forth, threatening to fall apart. Like nearly everything else in their 
shoddy apartment, it was held together by dust and duct tape. Through the red veil of anger, Dave's eyes 
settled on something pushed right to the back of the open drawer. Reaching in, he plucked a small sheaf of 
envelopes out; Junior's fan mail, the letters which had, at one point, arrived at the rate of one a week. 


Tuesday, that's when they'd arrived, pushed into the old coffee can that they used as a mail box, each one 
carefully addressed to David Ellefson. The hottie on the bed long forgotten, Dave sat among the mess on the 
floor and flicked through them. He was surprised he'd not read them before now. He wasn't controlling, not in 
the slightest, he just liked to know that Junior was safe and that undesirables who might want a piece of that 
innocent farm boy body didn't come knocking. 


Undesirables like the one who'd written the letters. He was shocked at himself for not having studied the 
letters a little harder, having just handed them over with no thought. On looking at the handwriting a little 
closer, Dave felt his blood pressure begin to rise. Armageddon had nothing on what he felt as he tore each of 
the letters from their tatty envelopes and spread them across the bed. Eyes lit with the fires of Hell looked 


up to the woman, a grating growl leaving his chest. 


She took the hint, grabbing her clothes and leaving; even the uninitiated knew not to argue with him. As the 
door slammed shut, Dave read over each and every one, carefully absorbing the words, taking in the soft 


declarations of love and the need to see David enjoy at least one night of pleasure before his demise at the 


hands of Dave Mustaine. 


They didn't actually say that, but it seemed to be implied. He was a bad person, a very bad person, and 
someone wanted to "rescue" Junior from him. Howling with frustration, Dave got to his feet and stormed out 
into the tiny living room. No one! No one was going to take his Junior from him! And if they were, then it 


would be over their dead bodies. 


Gripping the edge of the work surface, he glared at the letters, panting hard as he tried to control his raging 
emotions. How could he?! How could Junior go running to James? Of all the people in world the little runt had to 
go to it was that fucking blonde whore. The one who had unceremoniously kicked his ass out under the guise of 
‘alcohol abuse". Only a handful of select people knew the real truth, and one of them wasn't Junior. His little 
farm boy would never find out that Metallica's little chatterbox had convinced James that Dave was fucking 
everything with a pulse. There had only been them until Lars had stuck his stupid nose in 


The anger was still tearing through him as the door opened and closed. He barely registered Junior telling him 
that he'd picked up dinner and would he care to eat. Instead, the infamous temper flared as he swung around, 


the letters screwed in his fist. He watched as Junior's face paled, hands carefully placing the hot box of food 


to one side. 
"Dave," that voice, the one that was forever calm, never raising to anger him. "Dave let me explain" 
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"Explain what?!" he screamed as he thrust the papers into Junior's now pale face. "That you've been fucking 


around with Hetfield? How the fuck are you gonna explain that one, huh?" 


Any fight that David had had seemed to fade away, the younger man slumping against the nearest wall, eyes 


on the floor. 
"He just sent me letters, Dave." 


"Yeah, letters detailing how he wants to fuck you." Junior barely registered his voice and a spear of anger once 


more throttled its way through him. "Look at me when l'm fucking talking to you!" he thundered. 


Hazel eyes that were normally so happy and so filled with joy peered up at him from beneath a heavy fringe 
of hair, tears already beginning to mist them. 


Is that who you went to see?" he demanded, flinging each and every incriminating piece of evidence at David's 
feet. "ls that who you fuckin’ snuck off to see, huh? The Moonlight Motel, July Ith. Did he fuck you, Junior? 
Did he tell you that he's better than me? Did he?" 


By now he towered over the trembling David, so close that he could see the faded scars of teenage acne 


beneath the tanned skin. "Fuckin' talk to me, Junior!" he bawled, spittle landing on the bowed head. 


Finally, David looked up, lips pursed, chin jutted out almost defiantly. "He sucked my cock," the smaller man 
hissed as way of reply. "He told me | was beautiful and that | wasn't alone in this world, and then he sucked 
my cock." Rage sparked through Junior's eyes. "He did something you'd never do." 


The scream that Dave let out should have torn Hell open Scooping up the letters, he shredded them into 
confetti and dumped them over David's head before grabbing a handful of honey-blonde hair and forcing the 
other's eyes to his own Eyes which, by now, had seen more than their fair share of the famous Mustaine 
temper but nothing was to prepare them for the onslaught that erupted. 


Still screaming and sobbing, he dragged Junior's head back, slamming the smaller man's skull into the wall 
before either had a chance to react. There was the sickening sound of bone crunching against a solid mass, 
David rocking slightly as he tried to look up. Dave was hurting, not just a little but a fucking lot, and he was 
going to make sure that the perpetrator got a fair dose of it. Again, he repeated the action, not caring as 
David coughed and hung limply against him, hair beginning to break as he tried to lean against the wall. Once 
more and Dave let him go, watching as Junior rocked back and forth before crumpling to the floor, curling into 
the foetal position as he did. The honey-blonde, coughed and choked, spitting up blood as Dave aimed a 


merciless foot into his stomach. 


"How fuckin’ could you?!" he bawled over and over. "Of all the fuckers in the world and you had to pick fuckin’ 


Hetfield!" 


He'd cheated on David numerous times, so fucking what right? But for David to go out and get his dick sucked 
by the one man Dave had forbade him never to speak of, let alone to, was the ultimate betrayal. He loved this 
boy, loved him from the bottom of his heart and this was how he'd been repaid. At that moment, he didn't 
care if Junior lived or died, his body feeling cold and dead. 


Again and again, he lashed out, feet thudding into Junior's barely moving body. No longer did the young man try 
to escape, instead taking each kick to his ribs with just the tiniest of mewls. Blood was pooling beside his head, 
from his nose and mouth and from the nasty looking lump on his forehead. Eyes never turned to look up at 


him, not wanting to see the rage that was being directed towards him. 


Eventually, even the anger had to abate, draining away just like Junior's fight had. Limp and tired, Dave looked 
down at the barely breathing human on the floor. Each breath Junior took was shuddering and rattling, coupled 
with a tiny cry of pain. Dave didn't know what to feel then, didn't know whether to hate the battered David or 
to scoop him up and spirit him away. What he did know was that he needed a cigarette and a space to clear 


his head. 


Grabbing his smokes, he headed down the stairwell, stopping only to stick his hand into their coffee can. There 
was just one envelope and he grabbed it as he walked out the door, reading the address as he sparked up. 


Addressed to him, Dave leaned against the wall as he tore it open, heart alternating between falling and soaring 
as he read it. 


Dear Dave, 


l just wanted to write you a quick note fo say that | love you. Sometimes | feel lke you may treat me as second 
best but you'll always be the first person | ever really fell in love with Sure, there were others before you, but 
none has ever stolen my heart with the fervour that you have. Sometimes | wish that | had fallen for another but 
it would never be like the passionate and intense love that | have with you 


Love, 


Your number | fan. 


Heart in his mouth and feeling sick, Dave stubbed out his cigarette as he dashed across the road, praying that 
the street's one phone box would be working. For once, it was and, with shaking hands he placed the letter on 
top of the phone as he dialled, eyes squeezed shut as he prayed for a quick response. 


After what seemed like an age, his tears began to fall as his desperate call was answered, "Nne-one-one, how 
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may | help you?" 


